MAIDEN CASTLE	265
from him, with those old books and all, and his sneering at
everything she enjoys, and her supporting him all the time, I'd
have killed him by now. Yes, I would! I'd have killed him if
I'd had to hang for it!"
But the moment they 'were alone, Dud, without beating
about the bush, brought out the Yeovil letter. The girl had
lit the fire to make their tea more cheerful, and it was upon a
Wizzie lying back at ease in the arm-chair, more serene and
placid than he had known her for a long while, that standing
opposite her by the mantelpiece No-man released the thun-
derbolt. "It's got the Yeovil postmark right enough," he said,
holding'it between his finger and thumb. "Mr. D. No-man—
High Street. He's forgotten the East. Would the Urgans
make a mistake like that? He's been twice to my room,
too."
"Damn you, open it! Or let me\ Give it here!" She was on
her feet already; and she rushed up to him trying to snatch
the letter from him.
But his infantile instinct to tease her, especially in the face
of this "Give it here!" and his outraged regard for ritual and
decency, made him hold up the Yeovil letter at arm's length
out of her reach.
There was a struggle between them, and as she clung to him,
growing more and more angry while be backed away from the
fire, they collided so violently with the edge of the tea-table
that they unbalanced the milk-jug, which fell down with a
crash on the floor.
She had never turned upon him a face so contorted with
fury as she did now, and he was glad enough to let her get hold
of the letter as he knelt down on the floor.
Crouching there, in the simple desire to escape the sight of
her face, and trying to mop up the spilt milk with his handker-
chief, he began gathering together the broken bits of china.
That the girl's anger was short-lived, that after she had torn
the letter from its dirty envelope she was frozen numb with
the shock of its contents, Dud from his task on the floor soon
realized. She took it over to the fire and as he gave her a side-
long glance from his crouching position he saw that the impulse
crossed her mind for the beat of a second to fling the thing
into the flames. She did tear it in half, and Dud felt no impulse
to stop her, but no sooner had she done this than it seemed

